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BIKE THIEF 

A WICKY and O'SHAWNESSY Story 
By Rod Reed 



TWO youths who might or might not 
have been old enough to vote, sauntered 
casually along Main Street, walking slowly 
as if they were in no hurry to go any par- 
ticular place. One had a cigarette dangling 
from the side of his mouth. He wore a 
slouch hat, pulled down pretty well over 
his eyes. The other wore a cap with the bill 
bent into a peak. 

As they came under the light of the movie 
marquee, both seemed instinctively to in- 
cline their heads as if they didn't want too 
much light to. illuminate their faces. Though 
they walked side by -side, they said nothing 
to each other. 

Past the theater was the Elite soda shop, 
light streaming out of its big plate glass 
windows. The two young men kept their 
heads (down. They were approaching the 
alley next to the Elite. 

The one with the cigarette moved his lips 
so the cigarette moved up and down a little. 

"Couple bikes down here," he said out of 
the corner of his mouth, gesturing barely 
with his head. 

"Locked?" whispered the other. 
. "No! A cinch," said the other. "And one 
of 'em looks brand new. What a break!" 

After glancing furtively both ways, the 
young men ducked into the alley. The first , 
one grabbed the new bike and began wheel- 
ing it gently down the alley. "We'll keep 
, goin' out the other end," he whispered. 
"It's darker down there." 

"What a cinch!" exclaimed the other, 
moving on a few paces to the next bike, 
propped against a wall. "Two unlocked 
bikes, one of 'em practically new. We ought 
to get plenty for them. This is the easiest 
Swipe yet." 

He laid hands on the second bike and 
started to roll it gently. This bike was the 
property of Wicky Burke, now busy in the 
movie house watching the adventures of 
Gabby Hayes. He was, of course, unaware, 
that a couple of thieves were in the process 
of stealing his precious bicycle. 

"What a cinch!" repeated the one thief, 
rolling Wicky's wheel a bit farther. He had 
moved it perhaps three feet when a low 
gr vl stopped him. Suddenly a big ball of 
fu jmerged from the shadows in the alley, 
si ling and baring fangs. 



"Yow!" A. dog!" cried one of the young , 

'Run for it!" yelled the other. 

They abandoned the bikes and raced_pell 
fnell for the far end of the alley, with the 
big dog yapping at their heels. 

They had run perhaps three blocks, full 
tilt, before either of them realized that the 
growling behind them had ceased. Then 
they slowed to a trot, still looking back ap- 
prehensively. But the dog had stopped after 
getting them out of the alley. He returned 
to the shadows by his master's bike and 
once again took up his vigil. O'Shawnessy 
knew his job. It was to guard the bike, not 
to chew up bike thieves. 

SOMETIME later, Wicky emerged from ' 
the theater, unaware of what had hap- 
pened. He gave his dog a pat on the head, 
and mounted the bike that was standing 
where he had left his. However, this was 
not Wicky's bike. The crooks had moved 
the two "wheels" just enough so that the 
new bike now stood in the place where 
Wicky's had been. But in the dark and in 
his haste, Wicky didn't notice. He mounted 
the new bike and started riding away. 

O'Shawnessy was somewhat puzzled by 
this. He had expected his master to mount 
his own bike and the dog would then have 
trotted along happily behind. But when 
Wicky left his own bicycle . behind, 
O'Shawnessy decided he'd better stay and 
guard it. Those were his orders and they 
hadn't been changed. Sometimes there was 
no accounting for what a boy might do. 

So Wicky rode off and the dog stayed 
behind. Wicky's mind was full of other 
thoughts or he might surely have noticed 
that | it was not really his own bike and 
that his dog was not following him. But the 
boy Iwas in a hurry to get home and his 
mind was also full of the adventures of his 
screen heroes. 

He. had gone several blocks when he 
halted for a stop light. With one foot on 
the ground, he held the bike steady along- 
side a police car. Wicky could hear the po- 
lice radio in the car. It said, "All cars! Be 
on the lookout for bicycle thieves. Several 
bicycle thefts reported. ..." 

As he heard this, Wicky thought, '-'Boy, 



am I lucky I've got O'Shawnessy to guard 
my bike. No thief could take -it with him 
around." He looked down at the bike affec- 
tionately. Then he gulped. In the glare of 
a street light, he could see it wasn't his bike 
at all. His was blue. This one was red. His 
had a bell. This one had a horn. 

"Holy Moley!" cried Wicky, using a fav- 
orite phrase of one of his comics heroes. 

He glanced sideways at the police car. 

Then he whirled the bike in a quick U- 
turn and raced back in the direction from 
which he'd come. 

"Golly," he thought, "the police are all 
out looking for bike thieves and here I am 
on a strange bike. A new one, too. How in 
the world can I explain that I took it by 
mistake? If they stop me, I'll be. caught 
with the goods. The only thing is to get 
back to the movie as fast as I can and turn 
it over to the rightful owner." 

|JE pedaled furiously. 

He took a quick glance back. 

The police car was making a U-turn, too. 

"Oh, golly, they've spotted me!" thought 
Wicky. 

Ahead, to the left, there was a narrow 
street. It would be a short-cut back to his 
starting point. He turned the handlebars 
and sped into the short-cut. 

There was no traffic, so he had a chance to 
look back. 

He breathed a sigh of relief as he saw the 
police car moving on by without turning 
into the short-cut. 

"Whew!" thought Wicky. "Either they 
weren't after me or didn't see me turn." 
He kept on pedaling furiously. 
Then his heart did a flip-flop as a shrill 
whistle pierced his ears. 

Standing in front of him at the opening 
of the short-cut street was a large police- 
man, blowing his whistle and holding up a 
big, white-gloved hand. There could be no 
doubt he was gesturing to Wicky. 
Wicky skidded to a stop. 
"Well, young fellow, what've you got to 
say for yourself?" asked the policeman. 

"I — I ... It was just a mistake officer,"* 
said Wicky. 

"A mistake indeed. A very serious mis- 
take !" said the policeman sternly. 

"He'll never really believe that I'm not a 
thief," thought Wicky. "I'll go to jail and 
be a big disgrace to mom and pop and every- 
thing. And nobody will ever believe I'm not 
a bike thief." 
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There was a strong temptation to break 
and run. Wicky was pretty sure he could 
outdistance the heavy cop. But he knew 
that running was a sure sign of guilt, so he 
held himself in check. 

"It's just as serious for a bicycle to go the 
wrong way on a one-way street as it is a 
car!" said the policeman. 

"What?" exclaimed Wicky. 

"The laws govern all vehicles," said the 
policeman. "You're too young a lad to be 
getting yourself killed by carelessness. 
Now you've been man enough this time to 
admit it's an honest mistake. But don't ever 
let me catch you going the wrong way on a 
one-way street again. If I do, it'll go hard 
with you. You hear?" 

"Y-y-yes sir," said Wicky. 

"AH right, now get along v/ith you," said 
the policeman. 

^yiCKY pedaled into the alley next to 
the Elite. His own bike was there, 
propped against a wall, and O'Shawnessy 
was there, guarding it. Also there was a 
boy. Wicky recognized him as the new boy 
in the neighborhood. 

"How'd you like 'er?" asked the boy. 

"The bike? Is it yours? Swell!" said 
Wicky, "I-I didn'.t know it was yours when 
I rode off. Somebody moved them and put 
yours where I'd left mine and. . . . Say, 
didn't you think it was stolen? Didn't you 
call the police?" 

"Oh, no," said the new boy. "I might have, 
I saw you pedaling away on my bike and I 
thought . . . well, I didn't worry long. See, 
I'was in the Elite, having a soda, and a po- 
liceman there was telling us how he had 
just caught two older fellows who were 
stealing bikes.' 1 saw you riding away, but 
the other kids said, 'You don't have to 
worry! That's Wicky Burke! He's so 
honest, he wouldn't steal anything but sec- 
ond base. You coyld trust him with your 
grandma's buckets of diamonds. "So I 
didn't worry." 

"They said that?" asked Wicky. He 
didn't know exactly why, but he felt a 
little salty moisture forming in his eyes. 

THE END. 



WICKY A!\D O'SHAWNESSY ore 
ready to entertain you with their adven- 
tures in every htue of WHIZ COMICS! 
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' EVEN IF WE L I DO HOT BE HESITANT, 
•COULD ESCAPE, TAlAi THE WATERS OF 

\ WE COULDN'T LEAVE LETHE WILL NOT TOUCH 
' AFRA SKEVM AMD , U6 MOW 60 WE 
,,, THE OTHERS TO •S^GAMT BE HARMED. 
UNTIMEUV OBUVIONf... 
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ON THE FAR SHORE OF LETHE , 
IBIS AND TAIA ARE GREETED BV 
A STRAHSe 6REV MULTITUDE 



THEY cannot speak, for they 

HAVE PORSOTTSN THE MEANINS 
OF 6PEECH .' THESE ARE JUST 
THE HUSKS OF MEN / 
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